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TheTragcdie 

Would tempt vntoaclofc exploit ofdeath. 

Boy. My Lord, l know a difeontented Gentleman, 
Whofc humble meancs match not his haughtic mindc, 

Gold were as good as twcntic Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing. 

King. What is his name ? 

Bey. His name my Lord, is Tirrell. 

King. Goe call him hither prefcntly. 

The deepe reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more fliall be the neighbour to my counlcll. 

Hath hefo long held out with me vntirdc, 

And flops he now for brea th ? 

Enter Darby. 

How now, what newes with you ? 

D<tr. My Lord, I hcarc the Marque (Te Dorfet 
Is fled to Richmondjin thofe parts beyond the leas where 
he abides* 

Kmg. Catesby. Cat. My Lord. 

King. Rumor it abroad 
That Anne my wife is fickc and like to die, 

1 will take order for her keeping clofe : 

Enquire me out feme mcane borne Gentleman, 

Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter. 

The boy is fooli(h,and I fe arc not him : 

Lookc how thou dreamft : I fay againe,giuc out 
That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die. 

About it, for it Hands me much vpon. 

To flop all hopes whofc growth may damage me, 

I muft be married to my brothers daughter, 

Orelfe my kingdonae ftandson brittle glalte, 

Murther her brothers, and then marry her, 

Vncertainc way ofgaine,butI am in 
So farre in blood, that fln plucke on fin, 

Tcare falling pittie dwelt not in this eye, 

EnterTirn f/. 

Is thy name Tirrell? ' 

Tir. lames Tirrel,andy our moft obedient fubicct. 
King. Art thou indeed? 


Tit 


ofRichard thethrid. 

Mow thy proud necke,beares halfcmy burthenedyoke. 

From which ,euen here, I flip my weary necke. 

And leaue the burthen of it all on thee : 

Farewell Yorkcs wife,andgQileenc of fad mifchance, 

Thcfe Englifh woes, will make me fmilc in France. 

Qh. O thou well skild in curfcs,llay a while, 

Andteach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

Q. Mar. Forbeare to fleep the night, and fall the day, 

Coai pare dead happinefle with liumg woe, 

Tbinkc that thy babes were fairer then they were, 

And he that flew them fowler then he is : 

Bcttrmgthy Ioffe makes the badcaufer worfe, 

Reuolumgthis, will teach thee how to curfc. 

9u. My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 

GLMa. Thy woes wil make them fharp,& pierce like mine. 
Dut. Why ftiouldcalamitic be full of words? Exit. Mar. 
gu, Windieatturnies to your client woes, 
Aicriefucceedersofinteftate ioyes, 

Poore breathing orators of mi (cries, 

Let them haue fcope, though what they do impart 
Hdpe not at all, yet do they eafe the heart. 

y»r.lffo,then benottoong tidc,goe with me. 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets Another 
My damned (onne, which thy two formes fmothred t 
Iheare his drum, be copious in cxclaimes. 

Enter King Richard marching with Drummes^ 
andTrnmpets. 

Kin^. Who intercepts my expedition? 

Dut. A fhe, that might hauc intercepted thee, 

By ftranglingthec in her accurfed wombe, 

From all the daughters wretch, that thou haft done. 

£ht. Hid’ ft thou that forehead with a golden crowne, 
Where ihould be grauen,if that right were right, 

The (laughter ofthc Prince that owdethat crowne,. 

And the dire death of my two lonnes,and brothers : 

Tell me thou villainc flaue, where arc my children? 

Dut. 
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